* The End of Narathibapate *
The Queen then addressed the Prome-Min in that
manner which had won so many diplomatic victories,
urging him to moderation as she enlarged on the dread-
ful crime of parricide. 'Let him go into a monastery/
she begged, 'He can never be a danger to you, because
he has no followers/

But the prince replied: 'I cannot take the risk. My
elder brother would go to his assistance. He must die,
and does he not deserve death? He has ruined the
country, and until he is dead nothing can be done/

Narathihapate was clinging to Queen Saw's arm.
There was a dreadful broken look on his face. 'What
shall I do, Saw?' he was gasping. 'I cannot put the food
in my mouth. If I must die, is it not better to let them
cut me down?'

The Queen could not bear to see him so abject be-
fore his son. 'Listen/ she whispered, as he held on to
her with both hands, 'your weakness, your intransigent
ways have brought you to this. I tried my best to save
you; now I am powerless. All I can do is to advise you
how to die. If you die with some dignity, it will wipe
out much/

*I cannot, I cannot/ he sobbed. 'I have no strength
left/

Tace your son/ she urged. 'Do not let him see he
has cowed you. Even now you are still King/

While the Queen was speaking, the Prome-Min had
withdrawn a few paces, for he held her in profound re-
spect. Now he approached again and, pointing to the
bowl, said: 'I can wait no longer/

But Narathihapat^ with the Queen's help had gained
some little hold. He trembled pitifully, he was ashen
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